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Ill never forget it. OF course I'm talking about the day | came home from tour, back in the spring of 2003. | 
came home to a nearly-empty, quiet house, which wasn't what | was expecting. | was expecting my wife to 
greet me at the door, but instead, | was greeted by a smell of what | would describe as emptiness. | don't 
know how to describe it. Do you understand what | mean though? 


| remember dumping my backpack and suitcases in the front room and realizing the house was much too quiet. 
Usually Margret would come out from the kitchen and greet me but that time she didn't. Instead, | had turned 


on the lights and walked into my kitchen to see my son, Marcel, sitting in the dining room. 


| was surprised to see him. Usually at that time of day, he would have been at work, or maybe spending time 


with his wife. He sat quietly, just looking at me. 


"Are you happy now?" he'd said when he finally spoke. There was a sarcasm or anger to his voice. | could hear 


it 
"What are you talking about?" 


"Mom left. She's not coming back. She's done. Wants nothing to do with you," he'd explained. "She says she left 
voicemails on your phone but you never called back or anything. Typical," he snorted. "She sent me over to tell 


you she's done." 


| yelled at him to shut up only for him to respond by shaking his head and raising his middle finger. | then 
yelled at him to leave, throwing an empty bottle at him for emphasis. He'd somehow managed to catch the 
bottle and flip it back to me, causing it to crash to the floor, breaking into dozens of shards. 


So now | had broken glass to clean up too. Broken glass and broken relationships. | told him to leave again, and 


he did. | didn't see him do it, but | wouldn't doubt he flipped me off again as he was walking out of the house. 


| gave Marcel a few minutes of driving time before | walked out of the house. | was single now and | hardly 


knew what to do. I'd been married for 34 years! What was | supposed to do now? | needed to clear my head. 
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| bolted out of the house, running at first. | eventually slowed down to a walk and decided to walk through the 


town square. 


After my walk and a day of trying to calm myself down through meditation and yoga, | tried calling Marcel, 
but he didn't answer. If he wasn't answering because he didn't want to talk with me, | couldn't really blame him 


but | still wanted to talk with him. 


| sat down for a bit, but then | remembered a piece of paper a young girl named Tanya had given me during 
the Scorpions tour of Russia. | found the paper she had given me, tucked away in a drawer in my office and | 


decided to give her a call, just a friendly call to see what was going on. 


It took me just four words after she answered the phone: "Hello Tanya. Rudolf here." She already knew what 
was happening. | explained nothing to her. | didn't need to. She knew exactly what was going on and why | was 
calling her. It might seem weird or that I'm making things up but | swear l'm not. It was like there was already 


a strong spiritual connection between us. 


Our conversation was kept fairly short. She had mentioned during the conversation that she had been trying to 
do homework when I'd called She said she'd been at school and was now trying to finish her homework before 


heading to work for a few hours. 


We hung up from that call, with me feeling a little silly after calling a teenage girl. | kept reminding myself l'm 
old enough to be this young girl's dad, but at the same time, | didn't care. 


A few minutes after | hung up from the call with Tanya, | heard someone knocking on the door. | found 
Margret on the other side of the door. She looked tired and disoriented, and based on her movements, she had 
been drinking heavily. She forced her way into the house, shoving me aside. She stumbled into the kitchen, 
crashing first against the counter and again against the table. | tried to grab her, to guide her to safety, but 


she shoved me away a second time. 
"lim coming back," she slurred. "Yes, this is what | do. | come back." She giggled and reached over to grab me. 
"No, you're not coming back! No. End of story. You are not coming back," | answered firmly. 


She lurched up, stumbling into the kitchen where she reached for an new unopened bottle of beer. | didn't know 
what she was going to do with it and didn't want to find out, so | chased after her and took the bottle away. 


"No! Sit. Now." | tried to guide her back away from the kitchen but she responded by using all her strength to 
slap me in the chest, pushing me backward and nearly causing me to knock over the same beer bottle she had 
tried to grab. Oh, how | wanted to actually drink that beer now. My heart was racing and my head was 
pounding. 


| got Margret to a relatively safe spot, while | muttered about finding and using Marcel's old crib or playpen to 
keep her safely restrained. Surely that was still in storage somewhere? | looked around the room, looking for a 


good way to keep her from hurting herself but didn't see anything. 


This went on for most of the night. Finally | got her to fall asleep while | stayed up to keep watch over her, to 
make sure she didn't hurt herself. 


During the night, | kept thinking about Tanya. | wanted to call her again even though | knew she would be busy 


and would not answer her phone. | couldn't get her out of my mind. 
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"Ruuudolllfff. Hello, Rudolf. Wake the hell up Rudolf” | could hear Klaus on the other end of the line. 
"| am awake, asshole. You know l'm awake," | responded back. 
"Rudolf. You're late." 


"No, I'm not," | argued back. Late for what? | glanced over at the calendar on the wall. | didn't see anything 


listed for today. April ITth, right? Nothing listed 

"Practice was supposed to start almost an hour ago. Where the fuck are you?" 

Practice? "We don't have practice today," | answered back. "Today is the ITth. No practice." 
"Yes, practice. And today is the Ith, not the ITth," Klaus answered. 

Shit. 


| assured Klaus | would be there as soon as possible and debated jumping into a shower. A quick sniff of my 


armpits and clothes later and | decided to rinse off, figuring no one wanted to be able to smell me coming. 


And so | showed up to practice at Klaus' house a full two hours late. Only Klaus was still there, as the other 


guys had commitments. 

"What on earth?" Klaus asked. 

He was sitting across from me, relaxing on the couch. He mentioned that this wasn't like me at all and asked 
what was going on, if there was anything he could help me with. It wasn't in accusation. He really did seem like 
he wanted to help me if he could 


"It slipped my mind, really. | thought this was the ITth," | began. 


From there, | told him the story about what was going on. He already knew about Margret leaving but this 
was the first he heard about Tanya. 


About half an hour later, as | finished my story, my phone began to ring. | checked it and, sure enough, it was 


Tanya. | answered it, speaking with her just long enough to assure | would call back soon and hung up. 
Klaus still sat across from me. He was shaking his head but smiling. 


| excused myself for the drive back to my house, calling Tanya nearly as soon as | was in the house with my 


shoes off. I'd pulled my shoes off and curled into a corner of my bedroom, sitting cross-legged to talk with 


her. 


She was upset. | could hear it in her voice. As she told me, her friends were upset with her because they 
thought she was spending too much time talking to me and ignoring them. She didn't know what to do. | told her 
to do what she thought was the best to do for herself, that | couldn't tell her what to do. 
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A week had now gone by since band practice slipped my mind. | did the best | could to keep things in order and 
take care of things and also to take care of myself. 


During one of my nightly calls with Tanya, something came over me. | couldn't describe it. 
"Come to Germany. Come see me," | blurted into the phone. 


She had been telling me about things going on in Russia, how her friends were still upset with her for talking 


to me. She said a few of her once-closest friends were now not speaking with her because of me. 

And now | was trying to convince her to come to Germany to come see me. We would figure it out, with the 
visas and everything. | would do what | could on my end if possible, and get her to me. Maybe for two or 
three weeks starting in late June? Late June and the first half or so of July. 

"| don't know," she whispered into the phore. 

"Why?" 

"My parents don't want me talking to you. They say you're no good" 

| laughed. "Tanya. You're 19. That makes you an adult you know. You have to do what is best for you. Not what 
is best for your parents. Not what your friends think is best. What you think is best for your own life. This is 
what | keep telling you." 


"Yes, l'm 19. And you're 54. Old enough to be my dad," she argued back. 


"Very true. | am 54. | am old enough to be your dad. That doesn't matter to me and it shouldn't matter to 


you. | want To see you.” 

It took a little bit of convincing before she felt comfortable with leaving her home in Russia to visit me in 
Germany. We finally figured out a time period when she would be able to come, and she promised to try to 
figure things out on her end as soon as she could. 


| fell asleep on the couch that night, happy and excited to finally meet my beautiful girl again 


The next morning, | called Tanya as soon as | woke up. It was about 4:30 in the morning my time, which made 
it 9:30am where she was. 


When she answered the phone, she told me she was filling out paperwork to get her visa to visit me. She 
sounded fired up about a trip to Germany. 


Author's Notes: 
There's more coming, a kind of "second half" of the chapter coming soon. I'll try to think of what to do while 


lm at work tomorrow. 


The weeks dragged on after | spoke with Tanya about her coming to Germany to visit. We'd decided that she 
would visit from June 27th to July 20th. That would give us three weeks together. | made arrangements to 
stay in a hotel with her our first night, just so we could relax the night before | had an event to attend. | was 
sure there would be photographers at the event and that everyone would want to know just who this young 


girl with me was. 


Finally one day | looked at my calendar. It was June 27th and it was time to go pick up Tanya from the airport. 


| couldn't wait to see her. | grabbed the reservation information from the hotel and drove to the airport. 


About two hours later, | had Tanya in my car. She was exhausted from traveling and fell asleep in the 


backseat. It made me laugh because she looked like a little kid, curled up in the backseat the way she was. 


When | pulled back into the driveway at my house, this time with Tanya, we got out of the car and | helped 
get her situated. 


"You can leave most your stuff here. You only need to bring what you'll need for tonight and tomorrow. We'll 


be back here tomorrow night," | told her as we brought two suitcases and a backpack inside. 
"Are we going somewhere tonight?" 


"Yes. | didn't want tell you yet, but we're going to a castle tonight. We'll stay there and then | have an event 


tomorrow that you'll go to with me’ 
| pulled her close and kissed her. She tried to return the kiss but missed. | laughed. "More tonight, baby” 
She was now leaning on me. "Hmm?" 

Come on, let's get to that hotel” | whispered. 


We returned to my car and drove the two hours to the hotel. It was an old castle that had been made into a 
hotel. | thought it would be a perfect spot for our first night together. 


| could sense Tanya was nervous as we pulled in, and unloaded our stuff. We went into the lobby and | spoke 


with staff behind the desk. | was told our room number and we headed that direction. Once inside the room, | 


put bags away while Tanya took a shower. 

It didn't take me long to put things away. As soon as | was dore, | slipped into the bathroom to find Tanya still 
undressing. She looked at me but didn't say anything. | wondered what she thought of me walking in on her but 
decided not to ask. 


She was still silent, and was now fully nude. She wasn't in the shower yet and | slipped a hand between her legs. 
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She just stood looking at me. She didn't move at all. 

| continued stroking her as she stared at me in silence. | leaned in to kiss her and she returned the kiss as | 
walked the rest of the way to the huge tub-shower combination. Instead of turning the shower portion on, | 
turned the tub faucet on, letting it fill with warm water, checking it every so often to make sure it wasn't too 


hot or too cold. Finally | determined it was full enough and helped her into the tub. 


| wasn't planning to follow her all the way in, but | knew from the way she was tugging on my hand, she 


wanted me to join. 

Minutes later, we were both in a huge tub. She still had not spoken and | was getting a little worried Was she 
okay with what we were doing? Did she want me to stop? | couldn't tell by her facial expressions. She wasn't 

telling me to stop, but at the same time, she wasn't telling me to continue either. | reached for her hand and 
she smiled. 

"Okay?" | asked, smiling back. 


"Yes," she whispered. 


| reached for a washcloth and soap, to begin washing her. Gentle strokes over her body. She shivered and 
snuggled up to me after and | helped her out of the tub, drying us both off before draping a robe over her. 


Back in the main room, she crawled up onto the bed, pulling the blankets over herself and curled up as if she 


was going to sleep. This made me snicker. 
‘Oh? You think you're done now? That it's time to sleep?" 
She rolled over and looked at me. She was falling asleep. | could see her struggling to keep her eyes open. 


‘Its okay, baby. Sleep. | know you're tired," | murmured as | leaned in to kiss her. 


7 


We were back at my house a few days after my event. There had been plenty of photographs taken and 
plenty of questions about who my young companion was. Word hadn't gotten out much about my divorce from 
Margret, so | heard bits of rumors about me cheating on Margret, which was, of course, not true. 

| was done with Margret, or rather she was done with me. Either way, | had Tanya with me now. 

One afternoon, | got home from rehearsal and a meeting with the other Scorpions to find Tanya sitting cross- 
legged on the floor, looking very confused and on the verge of crying. | sat next to her on the floor and she 


scooted into my lap. Her hair was wet and | didn't know if it was from crying or from a shower. | hoped it was 


from showering, but feared it was from crying. 

"What happened?" 

She was crying too much to respond. 

Several minutes passed while | continued to hold her until she could tell me what had happened. When I'd left 
two hours before, she'd been happily watching television. Something had obviously happened in that two hours. 
Finally she'd calmed down enough to speak. 

"Someone came, told me to leave now," Tanya whispered. Her voice was rough from crying. 

"Who?" 

"| don't know! A woman." 

"Okay. Do you remember what the woman looked like?" 

"Umm, red hair and tall." 

"Red hair like yours?" 


"No, not like mine, but still red. She was really old. Like you." Tanya looked up at me and grinned sheepishly. 


| had a feeling | knew who Tanya was talking about. | untangled and excused myself for a moment and came 


back with an old photo of Margret. | showed the photo to Tanya 
"Why would you show me that?" Tanya yelled. "You know her then!" 


"Is this who you saw?" | asked, trying to remain calm despite Tanya swiping at me, trying to rip the photo 
from my hand. 


| took a step back to avoid another swing from the now angry teenager still sitting on the floor. Again | asked, 
"Is this who told you to leave?" 


"Yes!" she yelled, rolling her eyes at me. 


| remained standing. | didn't want to be within striking distance. Tanya on the other hand was still angry and 
showed no sign of calming down anytime soon. | told her to come find me when she'd calmed down and we could 
talk about things without her trying to hit me. | then left the room and went into my office to calm myself 


down. 
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That night, after both of us had calmed down, | was sitting on the couch with Tanya. She was cuddled up, 
leaning against me. Every so often, she would look up and turn toward me and each time we would kiss. After 
that happened a few times, | slid one hand between her legs and the other up the back of her shirt to unhook 


her bra. 


With her bra unhooked, | pulled her shirt off before returning to suck on her nipples. She felt amazing. | 
continued to lick and stroke between her legs. It didn't take long before | found a wet spot. 


"Someone's wet," | murmured. 


She wasn't just wet. She was soaked and dripping. | smirked at her before dipping my head down. Seconds later, 
she was wiggling. It almost seemed she wanted to get up, but she didn't make a move to get up. Instead, | 
heard, "Mm, yes," and took that as encouragement to keep going. 


We kept up until we were both too tired to do anymore, and finally fell asleep on the couch. 


The next morning, | woke up to my phone ringing. Tanya was still curled up, sleeping next to me. One glance at 
my phone told me two things. One that it was 8:30, meaning I'd overslept. The other was that Marcel was 


actually calling me. 
"Hey," | whispered into the phone. | didn't want to wake Tanya up. 


Well | was going to need to get Tanya up anyway and have her get dressed. Marcel told me he was driving 
over to my house. He would be arriving in about ten minutes. | looked down. | would need to get dressed too 


since | was sure my son would not want to see this. 


| shook Tanya until she woke up. She got up to get dressed while | put my own clothes back on and cleaned the 
room a bit. Blankets and pillows were on the floor. Just before Marcel knocked on the door, | had the room 
cleaned and my own clothes back on. So far, Tanya was still not back from getting dressed. Part of me 


wondered if she had decided to shower. 


| then heard water running, so | knew Tanya was at least rinsing off. | couldn't blame her. She'd been a bit 
sweaty when I'd gotten her up. 
Marcel gave me a questioning look when he sat on the couch. He'd heard the water running too. "Got someone 


here?" 


"Yeah my girlfriend is here." 

"What? Already?" 

"Yes. She's from Russia. | met her during that last tour of Russia we did." 

Marcel shook his head. "You met a famous Russian and now she's at your house?" 

"No, she's not famous. She's a university student and a model." 

Just then, Tanya walked into the room. She was barefoot and her hair was still wet. She wore jeans and a dark 
green tank top. When she saw Marcel, she tried to leave the room. | figured she didn't want him to see her, 
but she'd already been seen 

Marcel stood, walking over to her. "I'm going to need see some ID for you, young lady." 

"l'm nineteen," she answered. 

"Sure about that?" 


"Yes." 


Tanya walked over to her purse and pulled out her passport to hand to Marcel, pointing out her birthdate and 
proving her age. He shook his head, smiling. "Just checking, in case my dad didn't" 
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A couple hours later after breakfast and Marcel had left, there wasn't much happening. Tanya was energetic, 
constantly in motion. Against my better judgement about letting teenagers have coffee, | decided we needed to 
get out of the house for a bit. 

"We should get out of here for a bit. Get your shoes on," | told her. 

She nodded and put her shoes on before leaving the room. | figured she was getting her purse or something 
but then realized it was taking her a few minutes to get her purse so | went to check on her. When | walked 
into the room, | found an open cat carrier on the floor and her sitting on the bed, petting her cat, Gera. 
"Ready to go?" | asked. 

“Almost. | just have to get Gera in the carrier.” 

"The cat needs to stay here. He'll be fine.” 

She just looked at me. "No. | always take my cat with me to get coffee." 

"Coffee shops in Russia allow cats inside?" 

"Yes." 

| didn't know what to do now. Was | supposed to let her bring the cat, or insist she leave the cat at my house 
while we went to get coffee? Finally | decided to let her bring the cat, but told her to leave the animal in the 
carrier. She agreed and we left my house. 

It didn't take long to drive to the coffee shop. When we sat down, | was positioned to see people coming in. | 
was a bit surprised when | saw Margret walk in. She saw me and walked over, despite me trying to motion her 


to stay away. | knew Tanya would recognize her, and that was the last thing | wanted to deal with. 


And of course Margret walked right over. 
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| just wanted Margret to leave us alone. | didn't want Tanya to get upset and | didn't really want to speak with 
Margret. | just wanted to relax and drink coffee with a young girl and her cat. | was thinking about what else 
we might do as well. No such luck for me though. Margret had decided to pull a chair over and sit down. 


| mentally groaned. This wasn't what | wanted at all. | glanced over at Tanya to try to judge her reaction, but 
she wasn't looking at me. She was watching all the people walking outside. 


"Hello Rudolf," Margret said quietly. 

"Hello." | didn't want to be rude but | also wanted her to leave. 
"Who's this with you?" 

"This is Tanya. She's visiting me from Russia" 


Margret didn't say anything to me, but smiled over at Tanya. Tanya smiled back, but | could just barely see a 


raised eyebrow and questioning look 

A few minutes of conversation passed and Margret excused herself. | was glad she had not asked how I'd met 
Tanya or why she was visiting me. But then what would it have mattered? | was no longer married to 
Margret. Certainly we were polite when we saw each other around town, but we were no longer married. | no 
longer needed to hide things from her. 

That evening, after coffee, dropping the cat back at my house, and a walk, we were back at my house. The 
television was on and Tanya had climbed into my lap, leaning on me. She turned and kissed me, catching me a 


little by surprise but | returned the kiss. 


"The lady today who came up to us was the lady who told me to go back to Russia," Tanya whispered. "She 


was nice to me this time though." 
"| know." 


| figured Tanya didn't know why Margret had been so rude the first time around, but decided to save that 


conversation for another day. Instead, | kissed her again as she lay with her head on my chest. 
"Who was she?" 


"My ex-wife." 


We were both starting to fall asleep. | helped Tanya up before guiding her into the bedroom. | pulled the 
blankets back and helped her get into the bed. She was asleep moments later. 


| was up even earlier than usual the next morning. Tanya was still sleeping peacefully next to me. The clock said 
it was just 4 o'clock. | slipped from the bed and out of the room, pulling my housecoat on sliding my feet into 
a well-worn pair of black slippers as | left the room. | needed to stay quiet. | didn't want to wake Tanya just 
yet. No, | had things to take care of first. | planned to take care of things first and then return home before 
Tanya woke. Usually she had been waking up around 6:30, so | had just a little bit of time. 


| returned to the bedroom to grab clothes, before changing in the bathroom. | now wore gray sneakers, jeans, 


a blue t-shirt and a light jacket. 

| wanted to meet with Margret on my own, without Tanya present. | knew it was early but also knew that 
Margret had a similar sleeping schedule to my own. She was most likely awake or would be soon As soon as | 
left my house, | pulled my phone out and called Margret. She answered on the second ring. 


"Hello?" 


"Hi Margret. This is Rudolf. Can you meet me in thirty minutes? I'll be at the coffee shop in the middle of the 


town square” 

"Rudolf. What? Why? What's going on?" 

Margret sounded like I'd woken her. Her voice was a rough whisper. She sounded rather confused. 
"| can explain later. | need to meet with you this morning. | won't have Tanya with me. 


Margret groaned. "Yeah, | guess | can. don't know what's so exciting this morning that | need to meet with 


you at 4:30am! This had better be important.” 


With that, she hung up. | hoped she was getting ready to come meet with me. | was pretty sure | heard her 
mutter, "Crazy fucker," as she hung up but | decided to not press her further. 


Thirty minutes later, | was sitting at the coffee shop where | told Margret | would be. 


"Okay so what the hell is so important right now?" Margret asked as she plunked down into the chair across 


from me. 
| looked up from my coffee. "Wow, good morning to you too." 
"Yeah, yeah. What do you want? And where is that girl?" 


"Tanya is at my house. Hopefully she's still sleeping.” 


Margret just looked at me. 


‘| came home the other day to her crying, saying someone had come in telling her to leave. | asked who had 
come in and showed her a picture of you after she described what the person looked like. She identified you as 
the person who came in. Why would you do that?" 


Margret sighed. "I don't want her to make the mistake | did. Marcel sent me there. | didn't mean to scare or 
upset her. | just want her to be aware of what she's getting into is all. | was in that position for a very long 
time. She's so young. | don't think she understands what she's getting into.” 


| was shocked. | was sure my mouth was hanging open. I'd never thought Margret was simply trying to protect 


Tanya. 
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| went home with Margret's words still ringing in my head. She'd said she didn't want Tanya to make the 
mistake she'd had. So marrying me had been a mistake? | felt myself getting angry for a moment but calmed 
down before | got all the way back home. | checked the clock as | walked back in. Perfect. It was 6:30. Tanya 


would be up soon if she wasn't already. 


| also made a mental note to call Marcel. | wanted to ask him about things also, to find out what he'd been 


thinking. 


As | walked into my bedroom to check on Tanya, | found her still sleeping, curled up. | pulled the blanket back, 
rubbing her back to try to get her to wake up. It was time to get her up and going. She finally rolled over to 


greet me, pulling me down for a kiss. 


| didn't want to pull away. Not now, not ever. | wanted to keep her there with me forever. But that wouldn't 
happen yet. It was almost time for her to go home to Russia. Her flight would leave in just twelve hours. 
Already | was mentally preparing myself for her to be gone again. | already couldn't wait to see her again in a 


few months. | was beginning to plan a trip to Russia to see her later in the summer. 


She finally pulled away and sat up, obviously noticing my clothes. | was still fully dressed, having not bothered 


to change after coming back from my morning visit with Margret. 
Tanya looked up at me. "Where were you?" She sounded curious, not angry. 


"Oh | had an early morning meeting." | didn't want to tell her who and hoped she didn't ask. That answer seemed 
to satisfy her and she hopped up. 


We spent the rest of the day relaxing at my house. I'd cleared my schedule for the day, not wanting to do 
anything. So | didn't. | just sat at home, relaxing with my girl. | still wanted to talk with Marcel about what he'd 
been thinking, but decided that could be done another day. 


And before we knew it, the time had come for her to fly home to Russia 


